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THE MUSICIANS
with her behind him. At least she
stood there, still, hidden from the doorway but to the
side, listening, as he went past her, into the hall. She was
saying, he's there, although the hall was empty. If there was someone there, then he was not there now. He stopped to say, you see,
and continued, no one. There is no one here at all. But she closed
the door, hard, and left him standing, facing to the stairs.
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So at this moment he saw the other man, like. as he thought,
that now ofcourse there he would be, to be alone with him. It was
where he hadn't looked, above him, the stairs going up obliquely,
to the roof, and now the man came down them and said, good
morning. He answered, good morning, john. The sun was bright,
what was it, eight or nine. One could go out, on the street, walk
two blocks, go into some place, sit down, buy perhaps coffee, black
perhaps, and a roll or whatnot, and that would be that, and nothing more. But he had something else to do. Look. he said, john,
come with me. that is, can't we get out of here? He thought, I
knew you in school. one time I slept on top of you, with a mattress
between us, which is love of a sort, is it not. His eyes filled, with
tears. \Ve're friends, still, he said. You don't kill all that that easily? But caught himself, because how easy was it. to do it. anything,
anytime, even with anyone.
Behind him the man walked down the stairs very quietly, his
face down so that it could not be seen. This was simply protective.
They went out. at the bottom of the stairs, the one in front of the
other, expecting. at least the one in front did, to be there mowed
down, a suJlden abrupt barrage of machine-gun fire, cutting them
precisely in half. And tonight you will do the same thing, he
thought, you. Getting up makes no difference whatsoever. To
anyone. He walked across the courtyard and opened the door into
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the other half of the building. The hall was yellow. an ochre.
They went along it, past the boxes for mail. and out into the
street.
Here it was somewhat simpler. Forced, if there were anything.
to happen, then a sidestep. or a push. could bring him past it. bidden against a doorway. or jammed into strangers who might, he
thought. help him. This was a story of violence and murder.
Three found dead, in a bed. 'Vhich, bitterly, the bed itself prevented. being not big enough. \Vhat would you like to eat, he
said. and added. John. have you eaten? The man came up. then,
and walked beside him. You know, he said, it wasn't easy? The
man walked, beside him. How could it be easy, he said. Words
poured into him, from everywhere. How, he said. Look. you know
me.
As they went past the door of a cafe, the man made a sign. to go
in, but would not go in himself. So he went in, and bought coffee,
to go out, then some rolls, which he also thought indicated, and
went out when he had them but he saw nothing of the jIlan. and
remembered he was to walk back, and up to the man's room, and
they would eat. then.

He used this time to reconnoitre, which phrase he got, or had
got, from the account of a British, he remembered. spy in Germany during the first 'Vorld War. The man wrote. at length. of
how he had managed to break over the line, between the two
armies. and then by virtue of a straight face, hardly more, and a
knowledge of the language. which was also given. he worked,his
way up and up. till at last he was actu~lly in the very top group of
the German High Command itself. Work and work. keep at it,
you too will be on top. An irony. But nonetheless where he both
had been, he thought, and well might land again, helpless as he
was to stand against it.
But. opening the door, he saw this plan was useless. The ~oom
in front of him scattered, fell into, many patterns. There was a
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picture of a long low car, an old one, tacked on the wall over a
table. There were records. and beyond them. a small black phonograph. Simply enough, this was his friend. \Vell, he said, do you
want proof? \Vhich photograph shall I show you. Or, simply, the
first, the man standing by himself, in a street, somewhere in ~fex
ico City. Or rather he walked along the street and because he did,
or John did, his picture was taken, a small card given him, which
he, John, must have remembered, later, and he got the picture
and he, John, sent it home. A fact. He had seen it certainly. He
had admired it. How nice to live in l\fexico! There was another,
as well, a man sitting at a table. in a long low room, a round one,
which seemed unusual. On the table there were some plates left
over from eating. A girl, a pretty girl, sat past him and had her
head bowed. The picture was large, the whole feel of it seemed to
mean that someone had cared both to take it, and. having taken
it, cared also to print it like this. So that it could be something not
just a cheap snapshot. however much that is all right too; but
something also better, more durable, simply more careful.
Are you hungry, he said. He put the food and the coffee on the
table, and then, unwrapping it, offered it to his friend. 'Vhere
shall I begin, he said. Perhaps I could tell you a story, too? Let's
put it. two men, ourselves, we live in a long black house, like that
one. He pointed to the car, on the wall. Every morning at ten
o'clock sharp we take it out of the place, wherever we keep it, and
we drive it, like hell, up and down, up and down. \Ve love it. We
think there is nothing either greater or any damn thing else. By
god, we enjoy ourselves. Then one day, because some idiot turns
left on a street where there is a huge, huge sign saying, do not turn
left, that'S it, the end of us. The goddamn car so smashed, broken,
disintegrated, that really we have nothing at all left. So we go out
and so on. maybe to a hospital. where a beautiful nurse in a long
black uniform. I think, sews us up, good as new, and then we get
another car.
'
Can't we get another car, he said. C~n't we do it? The man
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dranktbe coffee, lifting the cardboard cup very carefully. Are you
listening, Jolm. he said. Can't~hear a goddam thing I am telling you? But then he sat back, and also drank his own coffee. slowly. Look, he said, John. There are other ways than this to tell it?
He stopped. Are you listening to me? The man smiled, and got
up, and turning on the phonograph, put on a record, and sat
down.
At that the room became still, though there was the music, a
low quiet thing, perhaps a trumpet, he thought, if I can still remember. You play the piano, don't you, he said. He thought. A
face, John's face, hair cut short; clipped. A man's funny odd
hands, on a piano, that is, on the keys of a piano. Even, if it mattered, Boston, Mass. The end.
Play it for me, he said, me. He stopped. Did you ever hear the
one about there must have been three of them, people? He said,
there were three people, a man, a man, a woman. God knows
where they lived, a house? Ok. Not long and black this time, this
one is snow-white, has clapboards like in the movies, roses, the
works. Every morning not only the milkman comes, he brings
three dozen milks, the greatest, but also, mind you, at least the
\
plumber, the mailman,lthe electrician, the hairdresser, the modista, the maestro who ~es the walls when they fall down on your
head because you will pound on them. Ok, he said. What can I do
more than that?
I
The man sat, watching. Behind them both, and through the
window, there was the upper side of the building opposite, breaking off into a line of others, the roofs of them, even more broken.
Looking, he caught sight of a small crouched figure, on the roof
next to their own, above their heads, and it was her,; sitting there,
with some kind of pajamas on, with a pathrobe Qver them, to
cover her.
Look, he said. See this. Th~ man got up and went over to the
windmv. then,sat down again.·
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By god, he said. You know, john, I haven't really tried and let"
me do that at least. He stopped again and coughed and added,
what the hell do you like to drink, at which the man bent over
and pulled a bottle of sherry out from underneath the bed, uncorked it, and handed it to him. He swallowed, quickly, and handed it back.
It's never easy, he said, never. \Vhat should I say, that 1 was
walking down the street? \Vhen suddenly, and from out of nowhere, comes a truck and hits me? That's love, john. Nothing
more, nothing less. You had a mother?
The man said, don't talk about my mother, saying it carefully,
so that he stopped, again, to listen to him. Because he- did not
know john's mother, but wanted to, not for maudlin reasons, but
there it was, something unknown, and a pleasure. \Vhy don't we
go to Mexico, he said. He watched the man carefully. There's a
bus, he said, it's not impossible?
Or work, he said. Look, I would like to work, I would like to do
something outside. He made a movement of his hands, and there
it was, perhaps a big hole in the ground, in which others sweated,
but never himself. I would like to get out of this.
john, he said, for the last time, look. Nothing is easy. Because,
he said, three things matter. 1'hat one eat, that one sleep, that
one make it. Three finite actions, which can, I think, be
accomplished?
The man got up, coming toward him, saying, to go, as he knew,
and behind them, also she moved, on the roof, and seeing that,
then it was ugly, unsimplified. Don't cry, he said. That doesn't
help.
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